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Why I Write 
Abstract 
The question 'why do I write?' bewilders me somewhat. I know (or can make a reasonably good guess) 
why I do not do certain things: drive a car, for example, or cook wonderful meals every day. Perhaps 
disabilities lend themselves more easily to explanation. You have to constantly justify, to yourself and 
others, why you cannot do these things which make life so much more pleasant. 
This journal article is available in Kunapipi: https://ro.uow.edu.au/kunapipi/vol16/iss1/55 
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Why I Write 
The question 'why do I write?' bewilders me somewhat. I know (or can 
make a reasonably good guess) why I do not do certain things: drive a car, 
for example, or cook wonderful meals every day. Perhaps disabilities lend 
themselves more easily to explanation. You have to constantly justify, to 
yourself and others, why you cannot do these things which make life so 
much more pleasant. 
The point I am making, in rather circuitous fashion, is that I can talk 
about motives for writing (mine or anyone else's) with far less confidence 
than I can about an assortment of skills that are recognised as survival-
helpers. 
To avoid escaping the question altogether, I can offer a combination of 
possibilities. First I cannot imagine my life without either talking or 
n!lilding; without the constant intrusion of, and involvement with, words. 
Some words, some combination of words seem to demand that they are 
put down on paper. Then, I have opinions, ideas and theories- a good 
deal of which may never get the chance to be aired if I do not write. And 
finally, like the woman in the Indian folk tale who gets fatter and fatter 
because she does not tell the stories swelling up her insides, I need to 
oommunicate the designs and patterns I constantly see- stories- if I am 
to move further, carry on with the business of living. The woman in the 
folk story finally learns to tell her story to the walls. I feel some kinship 
with her; perhaps I too write to remain, at least metaphorically, slim and 
healthy. 
